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TO HIS WATCH, WHEN HE COULD NOT SLEEP

UNCESSANT minutes, whilst you move you tell
The time that tells our life, which, though it run

Never so fast or far^ your new-begun
Short steps shall overtake; for though life well

May 'scape his own account, it shall not yours:              5

You are Death's auditors, that both divide

And sum whate'er that life inspired endures
Past a beginning, and through you we bide

The doom of Fate, whose unrecall'd decree
You date, bring, execute; making what's new         10

(111 and good) old; for as we die in you,
You die in Time, Time in Eternity.

DITTY

DEEP sighs, records of my unpitied grief,
Memorials of my true though hopeless love,

Keep time with my sad thoughts, till wish'd relief
My long despairs for vain and causeless prove.

Yet if such hap never to you befall,                               5

I give you leave, break time, break heart and all,

SONNET

LORD, thus I sin, repent, and sin again,

As if repentance only were in me
Leave for new sin; thus do I entertain

My short time and thy grace abusing thee